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like Morris and Tolstoy, Ibsen and Gorki, Zola and Dickens. And the
twentieth century is no better. We need minds larger than those of
villagers. I have been described as a man laughing in the wilderness. That
is correct enough, if you accept me as preparing the way for better
things."
The war noises which we had all learnt to ignore for years now, the
warnings and the all-clears, the flight of planes and the fall of bombs
gave way at last to the sound of distant bells, chiming with the wind
in the trees and bringing the neighbouring villages into our homes.
How near to the heart were those bells. They never drew me into church
but they converted the countryside into a holy place for me.
Even then we could not do without London. More and more young
people appeared upon the scene, but whatever they had experienced
they had little to say. Theirs was a stern look, determined not to look back
even if there was nothing to look forward to. After all, the problems
facing us were the old, old problems, of food, of clothing, of housing
and these were a matter of chance. A rumour would go round that certain
things were to be obtained somewhere and soon a queue, a weary,
patient queue would form to await the purchase of a simple necessity,
and mostly a limited quantity and therefore disappointment and frus-
tration for many. In preventing the world becoming fit for Neros, we
did not even expect it, this time, to prove fit for heroes. Perhaps the surest
sign of peace was the fact that at the nearest station to this village, instead
of six people scrambling for an only taxi, there were now six taxis
scrambling for one passenger. Were we returning to cut-throat com-
petition? No. Planning had become the slogan of the day, but it was
planning to prevent economic disaster and not to build a new Jerusalem.
Victory simply meant a change of focus: instead of concentrating on
young men in the heavens, we listened to old men talking politics.
G.B.S. came to report a village incident, there were petty wars nearer
home and he was asked to help. If he claimed that he was still too young
to deal with the world situation, he certainly did not feel wise enough
to tackle a little parochial problem nearer home. He explained: "I under-
stand that the big house is now being used as a hostel for girls who work
at an aeroplane factory. The aeroplane, in my humble opinion may well
prove a diabolical contraption, but that is not taking us any further. The
point is that draughtsmen refuse to mix with mechanics. They will not
share rooms, nor even mix in games. I have been asked by the warden